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will be very clever if he should drag me
into such a festival. The part of a woman
is much more easy than that of a man. On
such a day as this she imitates Racine's
Iphigenie.

You shall never fall in love with me, do
not fear. The consoling predictions which
you make to me cannot be realized. The
chances of death for me have increased this
year. Be reassured about your letters. All
that shall be found in my room shall be
burned after my death; but to tease you
I will bequeath to you in my will a manu-
script sequel to the"Guzla" which made
you laugh so much. You are an angel and
a demon, but more a demon than an angel.
You call me tempter. Dare to say that this
word does not fit you better than me.
Have not you thrown a bait to me, poor
little fish; then, now that you have me at
the end of your hook, you make me dance
between the sky and the water as long as you
please? When you are tired of the game,
you will cut the thread; then the hook will
be in my mouth, and I will not be able to
find the fisherman. Adieu, I promise not toompli-
